A  CHILI)  AMID   THE   THEATER

boy saw the curtain rise on a scene that to him repre-
sented the glitter and the glory of fairyland. Beautiful

ladies danced and sang and the light flashed on brilliant
costumes. With their unsold books in their hands, the

two boys gazed wistfully inside. Charles, always the
aggressor, fixed the doorkeeper with one of his winning
smiles, and the doorkeeper succumbed. "You boys can
slip in," lie said, "but you've got to go up in the bal-
cony/1 Up they rushed, and there Charles stood de-
lighted, his eyes sparkling and his whole face transfigured.

During the middle of the second act Gustave tugged
at his sleeve, saying: "Well have to go now. You
follow me down.0

With this he disappeared and hurried home. When
he arrived lie found the home in an uproar because
Charles had not come back. Gustave ran to the theater,
but the play was over, the crowd had dispersed, and the
building was deserted. With beating heart and fearful
of disaster to his charge, he rushed back to see Charles,
all animation and excitement, in the midst of the family
group, regaling them with the story of his first play. He
had remained to the end.

That thrilling night at "The Black Crook," his daily
contact with the actors who came into the store, his
frequent visits to the adjoining playhouses, fed the fire
of his theatrical interest. The theater got into his very
blood.

A great event was impending. Almost within stone's-
throw of the little cigar-store where he sold stogies to
Tony Pastor was the Old New York Theater, which, after
the fashion of that time, had undergone the evolution of
many names, beginning with the Athenaeum, and con-
tinuing until it had come under the control of the three
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